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Hong Kong 
M o r n i n g s they w e l c o m e the sun 
w i t h a dance l ike geometry 
the soul a n d w a r 
afternoons offer m e 
a g a i n , a n d a g a i n 
everything I don ' t w a n t 
at the best pr ice 
w h i c h must be discovered 
evenings c a l l m e M i s s a M e e l 
overfeed m e gizzards i n b r o t h 
m i n c e d greens i n b e a n c u r d , 
spicy scallops, c h i c k e n readied 
w i t h a sledge, its bones 
b leeding i n t o the ye l low o i l , 
pigeons, pigs, peanuts at the t ips 
of sticks. 
I l e a r n b y w a l k i n g 
competi t ive sport, b y crossing a street 
that cars o u t r a n k m e , attack 
over m y w r o n g shoulder 
o u t n u m b e r a l i fetime's days, 
b y riding taxis that a l l existence 
is contro l led 
b y chance 
u n d e r g r o u n d , trade m e t a l for plastic 
c a r d of entry to the b u r r o w i n g trains 
a pass to the m u s h r o o m temple 
g r o w i n g i n a forest 
of i d e n t i c a l highrises. 
Bushels of incense 
l i f t t h i n messages to the god. 
D u t i f u l daughters p h o t o g r a p h elders 
u n d e r the o r c h i d trees, beside the ponds, 
s i t t ing o n the ancient rocks. B a m b o o thickets 
say n o to the b a r k i n g of dogs. 
T h e r e is t i m e to sit, hear 
laughter , to smile, even at ghost-guy 
heavy c a m e r a h a n g i n g f r o m his neck 
t i m e to look, stop 
l o o k i n g , t i m e to remember 
ancestors, descendants, a l l 
t ime. 
I n the m o r n i n g 
we w i l l we lcome the sun. 
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